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Closed are the shutters and lonely I wait, 
For some signal foot fall on the night air, 

Oh what could befall him-the hour is late, 

_ And why does he tarry, I almost despair ; 

Angels protect him-guide him safe home, 

Now weary of waiting, come, dearest come. 


Darken the agight grew ; and sparkling and chill, 
The frost wreath that now o’er the window 
creeps, 
The babe in its innocence, slumbering still, 
Unconscious of sighs, while a mother weeps, 
Angels protect them, as lonely they wait, 
Silence is mocking, they know not his fate. 


was thus the fond wife, the motier in grief, 

Had waited and watched till the stars grew dim, 
Nor father, nor husband nor kind relief; 

But sorrow and sadness, and prayers for him; 
Yor him, who would barter for drink his soul 

With the reckless, that quaff the tempting bowl. 
The morning was dawning, no voice nor sound | 

Of the wayward and lost, its light co uld give, 
But near by his cottage his corse they found-— 

Death! speaking in volumes to those that live- 
That one more had fallen! Ol who can tell, 

The anguish and grief, for one loved so well. | 


